Chapter 1: Meeting


I tossed the crisps onto the counter of the gas station. The man crunched a few of them as he picked them up to scan them. He took an unnecessary amount of time to tell me how much to pay, but I paid as quickly as I could.

I hated being out in public. Everyone gives me weird glances. I try to get in and out of everywhere as fast as possible, then ride my bike as if I was running a marathon. I have a car technically, but I refuse to ride it. Driving cars is too scary for me. I mean, I can ride in them, but not-

I'm rambling in my head again. I swore at myself in my head for zoning out in public again, but my voice censored itself like always. What was I even doing again?

"C-can I have my ch-change back, please?" I stuttered, not that I was nervous or anything. I mean, I was a little, but I always stutter regardless. The man mumbled an apology and pulled some quarters out of his pockets. Not thinking too hard about it, I put them in mine, and hopped on my bike, pedaling towards my dodgy apartment.

When I arrived, Angel was at the apartment, scrolling through Netflix again. He's the only friend I have left, and we're both skint on money, so we just split the rent. I silently sat next to him on the couch, and watched him scroll through the same old stuff, trying not to zone out again.

I feel bad for Angel. He's always so worried about what people think of him. He thinks blokes will judge him for being who he wants to be. I make sure to tell him often that he should feel free to rip his metaphorical wings off and be himself. I understand why he's worried, though. People can be gits when it comes to things like expressing who you are, even if it's just by wearing something like a dress or having long hair. It's not like you can bloody choose who-

Blimey, I did it again. I always slip up and say things like Blimey even though I'm in America now. I've tried to stop myself from saying things like that. It's not because I want other people to understand me better here, but because one lad I met a while ago called my accent "cute." It's not cute at all. It's just the way people talk.

Angel gave up scrolling and asked me if he could invite James over. I, of course, said yes. I don't know why I would. I don't have many problems with him. I mean, I wish he wouldn’t sit so close to me, especially because this one time, he fell asleep with his head on my shoulder. I pushed his head off of my shoulder and that woke him up, but I wasn't going to let him just stay like that. He called him but he said he couldn’t come over anyways. Something about piano practice.

Angel then asked me if he could invite Tom over. I’ve never met anyone named Tom, but I said yes anyways. I zoned out so much for a while that I forgot what I was even thinking about, until a doorbell went off.

I opened the door to get a chance to analyze Tom. I analyzed everyone I met, whether I liked it or not. He had wavy, medium length blonde hair, light blue eyes, an insane jawline, a copper necklace with a symbol that looked to be from a show, a dark brown jacket with a black t-shirt underneath, dark red-ish sweatpants, and overpriced white shoes. He must have been able to tell I was examining him because he spoke fairly quickly.

“Oh, sorry about the shoes. I’m not trying to show off, they were just a gift from someone, and they just feel really comfy. I didn’t know I was going to meet anyone today.” He said, looking up and down at me now. “I like the glasses.” He said, looking at them and walking away. I made sure I was gone before I adjusted them in response. He walked over to the couch and sat in the middle, and with Angel on the left, I was forced to sit next to a stranger instead of my friend.

Angel turned on Super Smash Bros Ultimate and handed out controllers. You can tell a lot about a person based on who they main. I picked Cloud, Angel picked Joker, and Tom picked Sephiroth. The first round, Tom kept standing back and letting us fight each other. Once Angel was out of the way, Tom seemed to have understood how I played. He wiped the floor with me. When he won, he just sat there in silence, waiting for the rest of us to pick our characters again.

I picked Link, Angel picked Inkling, and Tom picked Ganondorf. He didn’t stand aside as long this time, jumping in to attack us both of us at once with his stupid sword. Another loss.

I picked Fox, Angel picked Falco, and Tom picked Wolf. Lost again.

Me, Samus. Angel, Zero Suit Samus. Tom, Ridley. Dead.

I sat there, waiting for Tom to pick before we did. It didn’t seem like he was going to. I took a glance at his expressionless face, and even though the glance was so subtle and quick, he still noticed and looked back. He looked away for a quick second, picked Bowser, and looked back.

“Your move, plumber boy.” He said, still stone faced. I picked Mario and Angel picked Luigi. I cracked my knuckles and made sure to pick Final Destination this time.

No matter what moves we made, he always knew how to avoid me and hit Angel. Luigi got grabbed, and was taken with Bowser the edge, so we were both down to a single stock.

I tried to keep my distance with fireballs, but that didn’t work. He always found a way to fling himself up into the air and land right on me. I kept using Fludd and my cape to redirect him. It was the best chance I had. Then instead of trying to kill me, I noticed he was trying to stay away from me, even though I was the one about to die.

“Use your Smash Attacks! I’m a heavy character, try and hit me more!” He finally said. “I’m t-trying, but you k-keep d-d-doging!” I said, genuinely putting my heart and soul into this match. “I just realized that you haven’t even said anything this whole time. I like your accent.” He said. I finally managed to catch up to him and hit him. I could tell he smirked from the side of my eye. I hit him enough to finally make the fight even percentage wise. Angel was on the edge of her seat at this point.

Tom reached out to grab me, I jumped above him, and then he flung himself up for a ground pound. I didn’t get out of the way in time, and he landed on me, shooting me up into outer space, and back into reality. Tom stretched his hand out towards me, and I hesitated. He was going to be a jerk to me somehow. He would move his hand and say “too slow” or something. I just knew it. I went forward to shake it anyways, but I was wrong. He stared at me in a way nobody else ever had, and wasn’t too hard or soft when shaking my hand.

“I’m Tom. Nice to meet you.” He said, letting go of my hand.
“I’m Will. You t-too.” I said, meaning every word.


Chapter 2: Staying


I was noticing more things about Tom then I had ever noticed in others. Every time he adjusted his jacket, every time he smiled, and every time he nearly laughed but didn’t. He was making me notice more things about myself too, like every time I folded my arms together, crossed my legs, or put my head in my hand and stared into space.

A bolt of lightning snapped myself back to the Harry Potter movie we were watching. I wasn’t paying much attention, but neither was Tom. He was more worried about having to drive in the rain on these terrible roads, something I clearly understood. The movie finally ended, and he asked Angel if he could spend the night. Angel glanced at me, and I gave a small shrug. He nodded, and Tom said his thanks, and stood up to remove his jacket. He sat back down in the same spot and put his arm on the back of the couch, right behind me. I folded my arms together again.

Angel said he had an important call on his job, and left to go to his room. I readjusted to the extra room on the couch. I felt Tom’s arm slowly fall on my shoulders more and more, probably without him noticing. He was just staring very deep off into space. He eventually looked at me, seemingly trying to think of the right words for something to say. He suddenly got up and looked down at me with a smirk.

“Testing subject number 41.” He said, snapping his fingers together. I just stared at him, confused about what the hell he was talking about. He cleared his throat and repeated, “Testing subject number 41. Show your allegiance.” He waited again for a moment, then his face started to go red. “Can you, uh, say something?” He said, seeming uncomfortable for the first time. “H-hey?” I said, wondering if this was a dream. Tom swore and stared at the wall for a moment. “How?” He muttered to himself. “W-what are you t-talking about?” I stuttered. “Nothing.” He mumbled. I continued to stare at him, and his eyes finally met mine again. “T-tell me wh-what’s going on!” I said, trying to sound as convincing as possible. “YOU tell ME!” He said, sounding distressed. “I d-don’t know!” I said, genuinely nervous and feeling a bit crazy. “Why can’t I control you?” He said, and then quickly regretted it. “W-what do you m-mean?” I asked. “I guess I can tell you. If you really try to do anything, I already have 40 other people under my control.” He said, and then sighed.

“I have the power to control people. I don’t know how, but it always just seemed I had an influence over everyone. I eventually figured out I could just think of what I wanted them to do, and they’d suddenly want to do it. I also learned by accident that if I said what I wanted and snapped my fingers, they would only do that and nothing else. It’s worked on everyone I’ve tried it on, except you. If you tell anyone else though, I’ll make the 40 other people I’m controlling right now kill you.” He said, clearly still very nervous.

I thought about what to say next. I could tell he was a bit manipulative, but obviously not to this extent. For some reason, I’ve always liked people like that. I’ve never known an exact reason why, though. It just always felt like someone like that was missing in my life.

“Wh-what if I’m alr-ready under your c-control?” I finally asked him. He actually laughed for once. “If you are, then go get me water.” He said, without snapping his fingers. I happily walked towards the kitchen, and grabbed a bottle out of the fridge, and handed it to him. I looked at his now stone faced expression with a grin. “Uhhhh...go out in the rain and get soaked.” He said with a forced laugh, clearly confused. I opened the door to go walk out. He suddenly grabbed my hand and pulled me towards him. I just kept on smiling at him. He brushed the hair out of my eyes and strengthened the grip of his hand on me. “You’re really gonna keep this up, huh?” He asked, genuinely curious. I nodded as fast as I could. He let go of my hand and stepped back.

“Testing subject number 41. Bow to your master.” He said. I bowed as low as I could.